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PREFACE. 


The  following  Discourse  was  written  a  few  days  after  the  death  of  the  author's 
mother,  and  was  intended  to  present  for  the  edification  of  his  own  congregation  a 
picture  of  a  Pious  Mother.  A  brief  sketch  of  her  life  and  character  has  been 
appended  to  it  since  its  delivery,  and  it  is  now  published  at  the  request  of  some 
who  heard  it,  and  for  the  gratification  of  her  surviving  children  and  friends. 

That  God  may  bless  it  to  the  increase  of  parental  fidelity  and  filial  piety  is  the 
sincere  desire  and  humble  prayer  of 
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DISCOURSE. 


"  NOW  THERE  STOOD  BY  THE  CROSS  OF  JeSUS  HIS  MOTHER.     *     *     * 

When  Jesus  therefore  saw  his  mother,  and  the  disciple  stand- 
ing BY  WHOM  HE  LOVED,  HE  SAITH  UNTO  HIS  MOTHER,  "WoMAN,  BEHOLD 

thy  son  !     Then  saith  he  unto  the  disciple,  Behold  thy  mother  ! 
And  from  that  hour  that  disciple  took  her.  to  his  own  home." 

G-ospel  by  John,  19 :  25-27. 

As  if,  with  his  dying  testimony,  to  honor  the  filial  relation, 
and  throw  an  eternal  halo  round  the  blessed  name  of  Mother, 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  amid  the  agonies  of  the  cross,  when 
the  eternal  interests  of  untold  myriads  were  pressing  on  his 
heart,  still  remembered,  loved,  and  provided  for  her  who 
bore  Him ! 

Thirty-three  years  before,  that  Mother,  in  the  dawn  of 
womanhood,  and  with  her  heart  first  throbbing  with  a 
Mother's  love,  stood  in  the  temple,  and  with  her  first-born 
in  her  arms,  offered  her  grateful  praises  and  sacrifices  to  the 
God  of  her  people.  There  she  heard  the  benediction  fall 
from  the  trembling  lips  of  the  venerable  Simeon  upon  the 
child  and  his  parents  ;  the  prediction  of  his  future  mission 
and  glory,  and  of  her  own  hour  of  bitter  anguish.  Through 
all  of  her  life  she  had  "  kept  all  these  sayings,  and  pondered 
them  in  her  heart,"  and  now  that  strange,  unknown,  unin- 
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telligible  saying,  "  A  sword  shall  pierce  through  thine  own 
heart  also,"*  had  come  to  pass.  Many  a  time  had  she 
thought  of  it,  and  wondered  what  it  could  mean.  She  knows 
now.  Bleeding,  faint,  mangled  by  the  scourge,  lacerated  by 
the  thorns,  hands,  feet,  and  side  pouring  forth  the  crimson 
current,  her  beloved  son  hangs  upon  the  cross.  All  but  one 
of  his  disciples  have  forsaken  him,  but  when  did  Mother 
forsake  her  child?  She  was  there,  hushing  the  tumult  of 
anguish  which  struggled  for  an  outburst  ;  putting  the  strang- 
ling cord  upon  her  sensitive  nature  and  her  feminine  instincts, 
and  steadfastly  looking  on  his  dying  agonies.  The  husband 
of  her  youth  was  gone  ;  no  manly  arm  was  there  to  encircle 
and  support  her.  Her  last  earthly  stay  was  to  be  torn  away, 
and  she  left  in  that  lowest  depth  of  all  the  lower  deeps  of 
wretchedness,  a  lonely  widow.  But  even  in  the  hour  of 
mortal  agony,  the  dying  son  forgot  not  the  loving  Mother. 
From  the  bloody  cross,  he  sends  down  upon  her  a  last  look 
of  inexpressible  tenderness,  and  then  commits  her  to  the 
faithful  care  of  his  chosen  and  best  beloved  disciple.  She 
shall  not  be  left  alone  and  desolate,  to  bear  in  solitude 
poverty,  reproach,  and  sorrow.  "  Behold  thy  son," — a  faith- 
ful tender  son,  who  will  make  my  place  good  to  thee,  my 
Mother.  "  Behold  thy  mother," — thou  hast  leaned  on  my 
bosom,  let  her  henceforth  lean  on  thine  ;  take  her  to  thy 
heart,  to  thy  house,  and  cherish  her  tenderly,  as  I  would 
have  done,  for  the  remainder  of  her  pilgrimage, — "  And 
from  that  hour,  that  disciple  took  her  to  his  own  home." 


*  Luke  2  :  35. 


This  last  sacred  duty  done;  this  last  earthly  care  attended 
to  ;  this  last  affection  gratified,  now  Jesus  can  die.  Let  the 
dreadful  storm  of  sin-avenging  wrath  roll  over  his  troubled 
soul ;  let  the  darkness  of  a  departing  Father's  face  envelope 
him  ; — he  cries  with  a  loud  voice,  "It  is  finished  !"  and  gives 
up  the  ghost ! 

Thus  did  our  blessed  Lord,  with  his  last  dying  breath, 
bear  witness  to  the  sacredness  of  the  tie  which  binds  together 
the  Mother  and  the  child.  Such  was  ever  the  history  of  his 
demeanor  towards  that  most  "blessed  among  women,"  Mary, 
the  wife  of  Joseph. 

"  He  never  did  a  thing  amiss, 
He  never  shamed  his  mother's  kiss, 
Or  crossed  her  fondest  prayer. 
E'en  from  the  cross  he  deigned  to  bow 
For  her,  His  agonised  brow, 
Her,  His  last  earthly  care." 

My  Mother !  cold,  insensible,  dead  must  be  the  heart 
which  does  not  thrill  with  the  deepest  emotion  at  that  sacred 
word.  To  revere  and  love  her  is  the  last  of  the  better 
instincts  of  our  nature  that  yields  to  the  destructive  influence 
of  unchecked  and  desperate  depravity.  It  is  the  last  pure 
emotion  that  dies  out  of  the  heart  of  man.  Men  who  have 
outlived  the  power  of  every  other  tender  or  hallowed  associ- 
tion  ;  who  have  broken  every  sacred  tie  which  bound  them 
to  their  race,  have  still  cherished  in  some  corner  of  the 
heart  the  memory  of  her  who  bore  them,  and  owned  the 
magic  of  her  name.  And  the  last  faint  hope  for  a  wayward 
and  sinful  fellow  man  would  die  within  me  if  I  should  seek 
to  win  him  from  vice  by  the   memory   of  his  mother   and 

find  that  even  this  plea  bad  lost  its  power.     Often  has  the 
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vision  of  her  form,  the  well-remembered  glance  of  her  eye, 
her  tones  of  tender  affection  come  back  to  some  wanderer 
from  the  path  of  virtue,  and  brought  bitter  tears  of  penitence 
from  his  eyes,  and  restrained  him  in  his  wayward  course. 
Then  the  memory  of  her  counsels,  her  example,  her  prayers 
for  her  dear  son — an  unconscious,  heedless  boy — makes  the 
stern  man  a  child  again  ;  softens  the  hard  heart,  and  bows 
the  imperious  will,  and  turns  him  aside  from  sinful  and 
dangerous  ways  to  those  of  virtue  and  of  peace.  Of  the 
rich  blessings  which  the  bounty  of  an  infinitely  benevolent 
God  has  showered  upon  his  unworthy  creatures,  the  best  and 
richest  boon  of  all,  is  a  pious  Mother. 

We  may  learn  from  that  most  touching  and  beautiful 
incident  in  the  last  moments  of  our  Divine  Redeemer, 
recorded  in  my  text,  how  he  esteemed  and  loved  his  mother. 
To  soothe  her  sorrows,  to  provide  for  her  wants,  to  secure 
for  her  an  asylum  when  left  a  desolate  widow,  was  his  last 
earthly  care.  How  forcibly  and  beautifully  does  this  teach 
us  how  we  should  love  and  cherish  a  pious  Mother. 

The  character  and  the  value  of  such  a  Mother  is  the 
theme  of  my  discourse  to  day.  God,  in  his  Providence, 
having  seen  fit  to  remove  within  the  last  few  days  the  parent 
to  whose  prayers,  counsels,  and  example  I  owe  under  Him 
all  that  I  am,  have,  and  hope  for,  I  feel  that  the  best  and 
most  appropriate  tribute  which  I  can  render  to  her  memory 
v,  ill  be  to  endeavor  to  delineate  the  character  of  a  pious 
Mother,  for  the  double  purpose  of  stimulating  those  who 
sustain  this  sacred  relation  to  greater  fidelity  to  their  chil- 
dren, and  of  admonishing  children  of  the  love  and  gratitude 
which  they  owe  to  those  who  gave  them  birth. 
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There  is  a  charm  in  the  name  of  Mother  which  every 
heart  acknowledges.  Her  love  is  the  finest,  tenderest, 
purest,  and  most  lasting  of  any  affection.  It  can  bear  with 
folly  and  waywardness,  rise  above  ingratitude  and  disobe- 
dience, triumph  even  over  cruelty  and  abuse.  Never,  till 
the  Mother's  heart  lies  pulseless  and  cold  in  the  grave,  can 
it  cease  to  beat  with  fond  affection  for  the  child.  But 
the  full  measure  of  all  that  is  implied  in  the  name  and  in  the 
relation  is  never  reached  when  maternal  piety  is  wanting. 
However  strong  and  tender  may  be  the  natural  tie,  she 
cannot  be,  in  the  highest,  purest,  most  blessed  sense,  a 
Mother,  whose  affection  is  not  deepened,  sanctified,  and 
purified  by  the  grace  of  God.  However  fond  and  faithful, 
she  can  never  be  such  an  eternal  blessing  to  her  household 
if  she  have  not  piety. 

What,  then,  are  the  characteristics  of  a  pious  Mother  ? 

1.  She  recognises  the  sacred  religious  character  of  the 
institution  of  the  family. 

God  has  set  the  solitary  in  families.  He  saw  that 
constituted  as  man  was,  a  social  being,  it  was  "  not 
good  for  him  to  be  alone."*  He  therefore  instituted 
the  family  as  the  first  earthly  institution  of  a  sacred  and 
lasting  nature.  It  lies  at  J  he  very  foundation  of  human 
society,  and  is  a  perpetual  relation.  "  Nations  may  perish 
and  the  crowns  of  kings  may  fall,  kingdoms  may  be  divided 
and  be  re-combined,  but  the  family  relation  is  unchanging 
wherever  there  is  aught  of  the  light  or  influence  of  Christi- 
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anity.  These  foundations  of  society  stand  fast,  and  the 
influence  that  is  prevalent  here  is  that  which  kings  and 
nations  cannot  alter.  So  potent  is  it,  when  in  any  good 
degree  uniform,  that  to  its  supremacy  every  human  govern- 
ment must  be  accommodated,  and  monarchs  even,  must  pay 
a  deference."*  The  first  bulwarks  of  general  purity,  order, 
and  virtue  are  raised  within  the  hallowed  precincts  of  the 
family  circle,  and  when  Satan  or  his  agents  desire  to  sap  the 
foundations  of  morality  and  virtue,  and  all  true  greatness 
and  prosperity,  and  reduce  the  state  to  anarchy  and  chaos, 
darkness  and  wretchedness,  their  first  effort,  whether  of 
open  attack  or  insidious  undermining,  is  made  against  these 
bulwarks. 

Of  this  sacred  institution  God  has  made  the  parents  the 
united  and  responsible  head.  They  are  in  the  lesser  what 
God  himself  is  in  the  greater  family.  They  are  His  vice- 
gerents and  representatives.  They  are,  under  Him,  supreme 
in  authority,  and  their  word  is  law.  To  train  and  educate 
the  subjects  of  their  little  empire,  in  such  a  manner  that 
their  physical,  mental,  and  moral  powers  shall  be  properly, 
symmetrically  and  happily  developed,  matured  and  directed, 
is  their  great  duty.  Is  this  done  when  the  body  is  suitably 
fed,  clothed,  exercised  and  strengthened  ?  Is  it  done  when 
the  mind  is  instructed,  enriched  and  cultivated  ;  the  manners 
formed,  and  the  tastes  and  personal  habits  refined  and 
corrected  ?  Ah,  no !  Important,  essential  as  is  all  this,  it 
does  not  exhaust  the  obligation  of  the  parental  relation,  or 


*  Heaven,  the  model  of  a  Christian  Family. 
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begin  to  attain  to  the  great  end  of  the  family  institution. 
All  this  has  reference  only  to  the  earthly  and  the  transient  in 
the  child,  while  the  mighty  interests  of  its  spiritual  and 
immortal  nature  are  untouched  and  disregarded. 

No  such  superficial  views  of  the  nature  and  ends  of  the 
family  state  are  entertained  by  a  pious  Mother.  When  the 
first  throb  of  maternal  sensibility  is  awaked  in  the  heart; 
when  she  first  presses  her  first-born  to  her  bosom,  she  begins 
to  realize  something  of  the  exalted  and  important  character 
of  the  relation  and  its  duties.  Her  child  is  the  gift  of  God  ; 
not  a  creature  of  a  day,  but  instinct  with  immortal  life  ;  not  a 
toy  or  an  ornament,  but  a  living  soul  to  be  trained  up  for 
God  and  Eternity.  She  receives  it  from  Him,  as  Jochebed 
received  her  son  from  the  daughter  of  Pharaoh,  with  this 
solemn  injunction  :  "  Take  this  child  away,  and  nurse  it  for 
me,  and  I  will  give  thee  thy  wages."*  She  recognises  her 
first  great  duty  to  be  not  its  earthly,  but  its  heavenly  educa- 
tion. "  Train  up  your  children  in  the  nurture  and  admoni- 
tion of  the  Lord,"f  this  is  God's  message,  and  her  duty. 
And  she  feels  that  God  has  created  such  an  intimate  yet  mys- 
terious connection  between  her  and  her  child,  that  she  can 
impress  upon  it  almost  any  character  she  will,  and  that  if 
she  will  be  faithful,  rigidly  faithful,  in  the  discharge  of  her 
duty,  there  is  a  pledge  on  the  part  of  God  in  the  precious 
covenant  between  him  and  believing  parents  that  her  fidelity 
shall  not  be  in  vain,  but  that  he  will  pour  His  spirit  on  her 
seed,  and  His  blessing  on  her  offspring.^     She  believes  that 


*  Exodus  2:9.  f  Ephesians  6:4.  X  Isaiah  44 :  3. 
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the  family  is  the  place  where  God  intended  that  those  seeds 
should  be  first  sown  by  a  parent's  hand  and  watered  with  a 
parent's  tears,  whose  fruit  should  be  gathered  in  a  blessed 
immortality  ;  and  she  feels  that  the  great  object  before  her 
is  not  to  make  them  graceful,  accomplished,  successful  or 
honorable,  but  to  make  them  virtuous,  pious,  useful, 
distinguished  by  the  favor  of  God,  and  the  smile  of  Heaven. 
This  never  implies  .indifference  to  the  personal  appearance, 
manners,  education  or  accomplishments  of  the  child.  She 
gives  all  these  their  proper  place  and  attention  ;  but  the 
great,  all-absorbing,  paramount  consideration  with  a  pious 
Mother  is  to  bring  up  her  children  in  the  nurture  and  admo- 
nition of  the  Lord  ;  to  secure  the  development,  cultivation 
and  final  glory  of  their  spiritual  and  immortal  nature.  With 
such  views  of  the  nature,  duties  and  ends  of  the  family 
state,  the  pious  Mother  begins  her  magnificent  work. 

Are  these  the  views  of  the  parents  whom  I  address  ?  Do 
you  take  this  lofty  estimate  of  the  family  institution  ?  Are 
your  deepest  anxieties  evoked  for  the  spiritual  interests  of 
your  children  ?  Do  you  consider  that  you  are  responsible 
before  God  for  their  moral  character,  so  far  as  it  can  be 
shaped  and  controlled  by  you  ?  And  do  you  realise  that 
it  can  be  shaped  and  controlled  by  you  as  it  can  be  by 
no  other  earthly  influence  ?  Do  you  desire  only  that  they 
should  be  beautiful,  accomplished,  successful,  distinguished  ? 
They  may  be  all  this,  and  be  nothing  more  than  magnificent 
wrecks,  and  you  may  live  to  weep  more  bitterly  over  them 
living  than  you  could  have  wept  over  them  dead  in  their 
early  morning  of  happy  and  innocent  life.  Oh  !  let  us  have 
better,  more  rational,  more  scriptural  views  of  the  nature 
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and  ends  of  the  family  institution.  Let  us  consider  that  God 
is  its  author,  and  His  glory  in  the  eternal  salvation  of  our 
children  is  its  end.  Let  us  be  true  to  our  children ;  let  us 
love  them  with  a  sincerer,  purer  and  more  faithful  love,  so 
that  when  we  are  in  our  graves  they  may  rise  up  and  call  us 
blessed. 

2.  A  pious  Mother  desires  to  surround  her  children  with 
the  best  influences  from  their  earliest  years. 

No  better  earthly  influence  can  be  found  than  her  own  ; 
no  heart  can  feel  for  them  as  hers  ;  no  hand  can  minister  to 
them  as  hers.  Dependent  on  her  for  the  nourishment  of 
their  feeble  physical  being,  even  then  there  may  be  such  a 
thing  as  the  flowing  in  of  the  prominent  traits  of  her  mental 
and  moral  character  into  their  minds  and  souls.  The  child 
at  first  can  scarcely  be  said  to  have,  strictly  speaking,  an 
individual  life.  "  Will,  in  connection  with  conscience,  is  the 
basis  of  personality  or  individuality,  and  these  exist  as  yet 
only  in  their  ruclimental  type,  as  when  the  form  of  a  seed  is 
beginning  to  be  unfolded  at  the  root  of  a  flower."*  It 
cannot  chose  the  influences  under  which  it  shall  open  into 
conscious  life.  The  intellectual  and  spiritual  life  of  its 
mother  is  streaming  and  playing  all  around  it,  and  the  sights 
and  sounds,  and  life-workings  which  come  from  her  are  those 
which  have  most  power  over  the  opening  being  of  that 
unconscious  one.  Let  it  not  be  separated  from  its  pious 
Mother,  and  left  to  have  the  first  impressions  made  upon  its 
virgin  soul  by  hirelings  or  servants.     We  cannot  say  how 


*  Discourses  on  Christian  Nurture. 
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soon  distinct  and  permanent  impressions  are  thus  made. 
Perhaps  far  earlier  than  we  commonly  imagine.  The 
education  of  the  child  is  begun  in  the  cradle.  Says  a  good 
and  wise  man  :*  "  Some  of  the  most  powerful  and  abiding 
educational  influences  lie  back  of  what  is  commonly  regarded 
as  the  commencement  of  juvenile  instruction.  The  effects 
of  subsequent  training  are  far  more  palpable,  no  doubt,  but 
it  may  be  fairly  questioned  whether  more  is  ever  done  to 
give  shape,  and  tone,  and  symmetry  to  the  character,  in 
the  same  number  of  years,  than  is  done  in  the  nursery.  It 
is  there  that  a  pious  mother  exercises  her  educational  influence 
to  the  highest  advantage." 

Ah  !  how  many  mothers  neglect  to  cultivate  this  rich  and 
promising  field.  Intent  on  their  own  selfish  and  sinful  grati- 
fication, they  satisfy  their  maternal  responsibilities  when 
their  little  ones  are  arrayed  in  fine  linen  and  graceful  em- 
broidery, betray  no  signs  of  physical  suffering,  and  give  them 
as  little  confinement  or  trouble  as  possible.  Is  she  worthy  of 
that  sacred  name  who  thus  disregards  the  claims  of  her 
child  upon  all  a  Mother's  tenderest  care  ? 

The  pious  Mother  is  careful  as  her  child  advances  in 
years,  still  to  surround  it  with  the  best  influences,  social, 
literary,  and  moral.  The  company  it  keeps,  the  books  it 
reads,  the  teachers  by  whom  it  is  instructed,  the  scenes  of 
amusement  which  it  frequents,  arc  all  subjects  of  the  deep- 
est interest  and  most  scrupulous  care.  Everything  is  selected 
and  ordered  with  reference  to  its  real  and  permanent  welfare, 
and  this  view  is  not  bounded  by  the  narrow  confines  of  this 

*  Rev.  H.  Humphrey,  D.  D. 
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transient  life,  but  takes  in  its  boundless  immortality.  And 
is  it  consistent  with  this  regard  for  a  child's  eternal  existence 
to  commit  its  education  to  those  who  disregard  entirely  its 
spiritual  nature  and  its  eternal  destiny  ?  Is  it  consistent  for 
pious  parents,  and  especially  for  those  who  have  dedicated 
their  offspring  to  God  in  the  solemn  rite  jf  Christian 
baptism,  renouncing  for  them  the  pomps  and  vankies  of  this 
wicked  world,  and  promising  to  train  them  up  for  God  ind 
for  Heaven,  to  commit  the  whole  process  of  their  intellectual 
training  in  those  years  when  the  eternal  bias  is  ordinarily 
given  to  the  character  and  destiny,  to  those  who  have  no 
thought  of  the  duty  of  preparing  these  jewels  to  sparkle 
forever  in  the  sunlight  of  heaven?  How  can  an  immortal 
being  be  truly  educated  where  no  provision  is  made  for  the 
cultivation  of  the  diviner  part,  where  the  entire  system  is 
essentially  Godless  ?  What  shall  be  said  also  of  committing 
the  formation  of  a  child's  manners  to  persons  who  move  in 
the  less  polished  and  lower  walks  of  life  and  who  would  not 
be  received  as  equals  in  the  dwellings  of  those  committed  to 
their  tuition.  I  have  never  believed  that  true  grace  of 
manner,  which  is  but  the  free  and  natural  play  of  a  noble 
and  generous  soul,  as  different  a  thing  from  the  stiff  and 
and  unnatural  manner,  or  the  opposite  and  worse  extreme, 
of  the  ball  room,  as  the  gracefulness  of  an  angel  from  the 
awkwardness  of  a  clown,  was  thus  to  be  cultivated.  Culti- 
vate the  soul  aright  and  the  cultivation  will  shine  through 
the  outward  investiture.  And  if  it  were  not  so,  gracefulness 
of  person  is  dearly  bought  at  the  expense  of  gracelessness  of 
heart ;  and  whatever  may  be  their  earthly  carriage,  you  may 
be  sure  that  your  children  will  be  graceful  in  heaven. 
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And  thus  of  all  social  influences  ;  the  pious  Mother  feels 
the  deepest  solicitude  and  exercises  the  most  scrupulous  care, 
that  so  far  as  is  possible,  these  shall  be  of  a  character  which 
shall  be  purifying,  restraining,  and  elevating.  Large  and 
dissipated  assemblies,  late  hours,  indiscriminate  frequenting 
of  all  kinds  of  places  of  amusement,  extravagance  in  dress 
or  personal  decoration,  false  notions  of  gentility  or  honor, 
idleness,  contempt  for  labor,  against  all  these  she  steadfastly 
contends,  and  endeavors  to  preserve  her  child  from  their 
ruinous  influence. 

3.  Family  religion  will  be  cultivated  and  maintained  by  a 
pious  Mother. 

There  is  no  sphere  where  true  religion  may  be  more 
beautiful  in  its  development  and  benignant  in  its  influence 
than  in  the  family.  No  where  has  it  such  advantages,  or 
such  a  foundation  to  build  upon.  There  the  first  and  purest 
affections  of  our  nature  find  their  center  and  their  home. 
There  natural  ties  encircle  the  heart  most  closely,  and  inspire 
it  with  the  deepest  interest  in  the  welfare  of  each  beloved 
member  of  the  household.  Religion  strengthens  and  at 
the  same  time  refines  these  ties,  and  makes  a  pious  family 
the  best  type  of  the  heavenly  state. 

It  is,  indeed,  a  great  and  blessed  thing  when  the  father  of 
a  family  is  a  pious  man,  and  gives  tone  to  the  religious 
character  of  his  household.  But  it  is  generally  believed  that 
the  influence  of  the  Mother  is  more  constantly,  and  for  that 
reason  more  powerfully  felt,  especially  during  the  youth  of 
children.  It  is  the  Mother  who  calls  the  little  one  to  her 
knee  and  in  simple  language  teaches  her  child  the  great 
truths  of  religion.     She  gathers  the  touching  narratives  of 
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the  Bible  for  his  ear  and  mind.  She  tells  him  the  story  of 
Joseph,  and  Samuel,  and  "  the  fiery  furnace,"  and  "the  lion's 
den  ;"  of  the  infant  Saviour  and  his  Mother,  and  all  the 
beautiful  and  impressive  histories  contained  in  that  wonder- 
ful book.  She  teaches  him  the  cradle  hymns  and  the  nursery 
songs,  which  convey  pure  and  wise  instruction  to  his  young 
heart,  in  the  simple  rhymes  which  are  so  pleasant  to  his  ear. 
She  bids  him  kneel  by  her  side  and  repeat  after  her  "  Our 
Father  who  art  in  Heaven,"  and  that  little  verse  of  petition, 
which  one  of  our  great  men  used  to  repeat  daily  through 
his  long  and  honored  life  :* 

"  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 

Ah !  how  many  of  us  can  remember  these  scenes  of  our 
childhood;  and  even  now,  though  we  are  toil-worn  and 
sobered  men,  can  feel  the  touch  of  our  Mother's  hand  upon  our 
head,  or  her  evening  kiss,  when  we  were  gay  and  thoughtless 
boys.  Oh  !  let  us  bless  God  that  we  had  Mothers  who 
maintained  family  religion  among  us,  who  prayed  with  us 
and  for  us,  who  taught  us  the  word  of  God,  and  never  wearied 
in  the  task  of  leading  our  wayward  thoughts  to  God  and 
heavenly  things. 

This  is  what  every  pious  Mother  will  do.  She  will  make 
religion  prominent  before  her  household,  and  she  will  try  to 
make  it  attractive  also.  By  prayer,  by  precept,  and  by 
example  she  will  endeavor  to  bring  up  her  children  in  the 
nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord.  She  will  show  her 
children  that  religion    exerts  a  restraining,  purifying,   and 

*  John  Quincy  Adams. 
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elevating  influence  on  herself, — that  her  temper  and  spirit 
are  moulded  and  pervaded  by  it,  and  thus  will  commend  its 
reality  and  its  beauty  to  them.  If  her  life  is  one  constant 
and  symmetrical  exhibition  of  true  piety,  her  children  will 
see  it  and  feel  its  power.  Its  influence  may  linger  long  after 
she  has  departed,  and  be  potent  to  the  last.  I  find  it  very 
difficult  to  believe  that  any  man  ever  became  a  thorough 
sceptic  who  had  a  truly  pious  mother.  The  remembrance 
of  that  mother's  life  proved  too  powerful  for  the  sophisms 
and  speculations  of  infidelity. 

4.  A  pious  Mother  will  nol  indulge  in  extravagant  desires 
for  the  worldly  prosperity  of  her  children,  or  take  undue 
pains  to  promote  it. 

"  Seekest  thou  great  things  for  thyself,"  said  the  prophet 
Jeremiah,  "  seek  them  not."  It  might  well  be  added,  seek 
them  not  for  thy  children.  Great  beauty,  great  wealth, 
great  influence,  great  honors  are  oftener  a  trial  than  a  bless- 
ing ;  "  Vaulting  ambition  "  for  one's  children  often  "  over- 
leaps itself."  A  pious  parent  will  not  demand  great  things 
here  for  her  children.  She  will  and  may  desire  that  they 
excel  in  all  that  is  useful  and  excellent,  but  she  will  not 
insist  that  they  secure  a  large  share  of  worldly  prosperity, 
as  if  there  was  no  such  thing  as  happiness  or  honor  without 
it.  Alas  !  how  many  mothers  and  fathers  are  making  this 
mistake, — filling  the  minds  of  their  children  with  exaggera- 
ted views  of  earthly  prosperity,  shaping  all  their  training 
for  some  lofty  position,  which  they  may  never  reach  ;  or 
reaching,  find  it  a  place  of  weariness  and  vexation  of  spirit. 
The  pious  Mother  is  not  over  solicitous  about  her  children's 
wordly  establishment.     She  labors  that  they  may  have  health, 
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a  sound  education,  and  virtuous  principles,  and  then  she  is 
willing  to  leave  them  to  the  care  and  guidance  of  a  wise 
and  kind  Providence  for  the  success  of  their  earthly  career. 
She  seeks  by  counsel  and  example  to  give  them  sober  and 
moderate  views  of  life,  reasonable  expectations  from  the 
world,  and  a  disposition  in  all  things  to  love  the  praise  of 
God  more  than  the  praise  of  men. 

5.  The  pious  Mother's  fondest  hope,  and  most   earnest 
prayer  is,  that  she  may  meet  all  her  children  in  Heaven. 

This  is  the  grand,  all-controlling,  ever-present  idea  of  hei 
life.  Looking  forward  through  the  vicissitudes  and  toils  of 
this  brief  mortal  state,  her  eye  fastens  upon  the  great  future  ; 
on  the  unchanging  and  eternal  glories  of  heaven ;  and  the 
sigh  of  a  Mother's  tenderest  love  goes  up  from  her  bosom 
that  the  dear  ones  of  her  family  may  all  be  with  her  there. 
Nothing  is  great,  or  important,  or  sublime  in  comparison 
with  this.  This  idea  pervades  and  controls  her  entire  being  ; 
reaches  the  deepest  springs  of  feeling  ;  inspires  the  most 
fervent  prayers,  and  stimulates  to  the  loftiest  and  most 
unremitting  effort.  Are  any  of  them  called  away  in  infancy, 
taken  in  their  bright  and  spotless  beauty  to  the  arms  of 
Jesus,  she  rejoices  amid  her  sorrow  that  so  many  of  the 
flock  are  safe,  that  the  lambs  are  folded  now  forever  under 
the  Good  Shepherd's  tender  care.  And  every  such  event 
only  stimulates  her  to  greater  fidelity  (and  this  is  often  one 
design  of  the  dispensation,)  to  those  who  yet  remain  in  this 
sinful  world.  And  when  she  too  must  leave  them,  and  go 
to  her  rest,  the  last  message  which  comes  from  her  pale  and 
trembling  lips,  e'er  she  sleeps  in  Jesus,  is,  "  My  beloved  chil- 
dren, follow  me  to  Heaven;  let  us  be  a  re-united  family  there." 
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Such  is  but  a  feeble  and  imperfect  sketch  of  some  of  the 
leading  traits  in  the  character  of  a  pious  Mother.  For 
thirty-six  years  years  I  have  had  its  original  before  me,  though 
many,  alas !  of  these  years  passed  away  before  I  was  able 
to  appreciate  its  beauty  and  excellence.  I  have  known 
many  pious  and  excellent  women,  but  I  have  never  known 
one  who  more  fully  and  symmetrically  displayed  and  exem- 
plified the  character  of  a  pious  Mother  than  my  late  lamented 
parent.  And  I  love  to  do  honor  to  her  memory,  and  as  a 
son,  and  a  minister  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  to  magnify  the 
grace  of  God  in  her  humble  yet  exalted  piety.  "The 
memory  of  the  just  is  blessed,"*  and  this  blessedness  will 
ever  be  the  portion  of  her  children,  They  will  never  cease 
to  thank  God  that  He  gave  them  such  a  parent ;  that  He 
continued  her  life,  even  through  constant  infirmity  and  pain, 
until  she  could  see  them  all  pass  through  the  season  of  youth 
and  dependence  ;  that  He  permitted  them  all  to  witness  her 
peace  and  joy  in  prospect  of  death,  and  to  see  her  sun  go 
down  without  one  cloud,  and  "melt  away  into  the  light  of 
heaven." 

And  now,  in  closing  this  discourse,  I  desire  to  address 
myself  to  the  younger  portion  of  this  congregation  and 
remind  them  of  the  duty  which  they  owe  to  their  pious 
Mothers. 

My  dear  young  friends,  you  will  never  fully  appreciate  the 
blessing  of  a  pious  mother  until  you  are  deprived  of  it.  In 
this  case,  pre-eminently,  "blessings  brighten  as  they  take 
their  flight."     Some  of  you  have  been  taught  in  this  severe 

♦  Proverbs  10:  7. 
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method  her  value ;  and  you,  like  me,  are  sorrowing  that  you 
esteemed  her  so  little,  and  loved  and  cherished  her  so 
unworthily  while  she  was  with  you.  Alas  !  how  the  memory 
of  our  thoughtless,  unfilial  conduct  comes  from  the  past  to 
reproach  us.  Ah  !  would  that  we  could  atone  for  every 
pang  we  gave  our  mother's  tender  heart ;  for  every  tear  we 
made  her  shed;  for  every  hasty  word,  and  disobedient  action. 
Oh,  my  young  friends,  if  God  has  spared  your  mother  still, 
I  charge  you  to  love  her  more  tenderly,  to  reverence  her 
more  profoundly,  to  obey  her  more  implicitly,  and  to  promote 
in  every  way  her  happiness  more  sedulously  than  you  have 
ever  done.  You  know  not  how  long  she  may  be  with  you  ; 
and  oh !  beware,  lest  when  you  come  to  lay  her  in  the  grave 
tears  of  remorse  for  past  unkindness  or  neglect  of  her  pious 
and  affectionate  counsels,  may  mingle  with  those  of  grief 
for  her  loss. 

The  best  and  noblest  men  whom  the  world  has  ever  seen 
have  been  distinguished  for  the  veneration  and  love  with 
which  they  regarded  their  mothers.  When  Solomon  had 
succeeded  to  the  throne  of  David  and  was  seated  in  all  his  glory 
in  his  magnificent  pavilion,  his  mother  entered  his  presence. 
The  inspired  historian  tells  us  that  "  the  king  rose  up  to 
meet  her,  and  bowed  himself  unto  her,  and  sat  down  on  his 
throne,  and  caused  a  seat  to  be  set  for  the  king's  mother,  and 
she  sat  at  his  right  hand."*  Such  was  the  reverence  of  that 
great  and  wise  man  for  her  who  bore  him. 

We  have  also  an  illustrious  instance  of  filial  piety  in  the 


*  I  Kings,  2  :  19. 
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case  of  our  own  Washington.  His  veneration  and  love  for 
his  mother  to  the  close  of  life  was  one  of  the  most  beauti- 
ful and  admirable  traits  of  his  character. 

The  same  is  true  of  the  lamented  Webster.  During  my 
recent  visit  to  the  North,  I  spent  some  hours  at  his  late 
residence  at  Marshfield.  I  visited  his  dwelling,  his  farm, 
and  his  tomb.  All  spoke  eloquently  and  impressively  of  the 
great  man  who  was  gone.  But  nothing  impressed  me  so 
forcibly  and  added  to  the  exalted  estimation  in  which  I  held 
him,  so  much  as  seeing,  in  the  most  conspicuous  part  of  the 
drawing  room,  surrounded  with  elegant  paintings  and  works 
of  art,  a  small  black  profile  in  a  plain  gilt  frame,  and  under- 
neath it  the  words,  in  his  own  handwriting, 

"  MY   EXCELLENT    MOTHER. 

D.  W." 

How  worthy  alike  of  the  mother  and  the  son  was  that  simple 
yet  eloquent  tribute  ! 

Yet  how  much  more  sublime  and  affecting  the  circum- 
stance recorded  in  my  text.  I  bring  you  here  for  the  noblest 
model  and  example  of  filial  piety.  The  last  earthly  name 
on  the  lips  of  the  dying  Saviour  was  his  mother's.  The 
last  care  which  occupied  his  heart  was  for  her  comfort. 
He  could  not  die  till  he  had  provided  a  home  and  a  friend 
for  her  in  her  bereavement  and  desolation.  Learn  from 
this  divine,  this  glorious  teacher  how  to  revere  and  love 
your  pious  Mother.  To  the  last  moment  of  your  life  or 
hers,  let  your  deportment  to  her  be  distinguished  by  the 
deepest  veneration  and  sincerest  affection.  No  other  earthly 
friend  loves  you  as  she  does,  with  such  a  pure,  intense,  con- 
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centrated,  and  enduring  affection.  I  know  the  love  and  the 
grief  which  a  father's  heart  can  feel,  yet,  I  repeat  it,  there 
is  no  earthly  love  like  that  of  a  pious  mother.  There  is  no 
greater  blessing  to  a  child.  Her  example,  her  counsels,  her 
sympathies,  her  prayers  are  the  richest  gift  which  comes 
from  the  hand  of  a  benificent  God.  But  like  all  distinguish- 
ed blessings,  it  brings  a  great  responsibility  with  it.  It  will 
be  better  for  you  never  to  have  had  such  a  blessing  than  to 
have  neglected  to  profit  by  it.  Better  for  you  that  a 
Mother's  counsels  to  piety  had  never  been  given  you,  if 
you  disregard  those  counsels,  and  turn  from  the  paths  to 
which  they  point.  Better  that  a  Mother's  prayers  had 
never  been  offered  for  you,  if  you  choose  the  ways  of  sin, 
and  make  at  last  an  eternal  wreck  of  your  immortal  soul. 
Better!  far  better,  that  you  had  never  known  a  pious 
Mother  on  earth  than  to  lie  down  on  your  dying  bed  without 
the  hope  of  meeting  her  in  heaven.  That  hope  is  to  me 
one  of  the  sweetest  and  most  blessed  which  my  heart  can 
indulge.  Heaven  is  far  nearer  and  more  precious  to  me 
now  that  my  Mother  and  my  child*  are  there.  Oh !  that 
all  these  beloved  families,  whose  spiritual  interests  seem  now 
dearer  to  me  than  ever,  may  one  and  all,  fathers  and  mothers, 
sisters  and  brothers,  be  unbroken  families  in  heaven. 

Amen! 


*  The  author  was  summoned  from  attendance  on  his  Mother's  death  bed  by 
the  sickness  and  death  of  a  dear  child,  aged  four  years,  who  preceded  her  only 
by  nine  days  to  Heaven.    See  Note  A. 


SKETCH  OF  THE  LIFE  AND  CHARACTER  OF 
MRS,    REBECCA    ROGERS. 


Mrs.  Rebecca  Rogers  was  born  in  the  town  of  Huntington,  Long  Island, 
on  the  24th  of  September,  1790.  She  was  the  daughter  of  Ebenezer  and 
Abigail  Platt.  The  family  of  her  father  was  one  of  the  oldest  and  most 
respectable  on  the  Island,  being  among  its  first  settlers.  In  the  burying  ground 
of  Huntington  may  now  be  seen,  lying  side  by  side,  the  graves  of  five  generations 
of  the  family.  Ebenezer  Platt,  the  father  of  Mrs.  Rogers,  was  at  several 
different  periods  a  member  of  the  Legislature  of  New  York,  and  afterwards  a 
Judge  of  one  of  the  Courts.  For  about  half  a  century  he  resided  in  Huntington, 
respected  and  esteemed  by  his  fellow-citizens.  In  1803,  with  his  family,  he 
removed  to  the  city  of  New  York,  where  he  spent  the  remainder  of  his  life,  as  an 
officer  under  the  Federal  Government.  His  pious  and  excellent  wife  died  sud- 
denly on  the  19th  of  May,  1828,  in  the  sixty-eighth  year  of  her  age.  Judge 
Platt  himself  survived  her  eleven  years,  and  died  on  the  26th  of  June,  1839,  at 
the  advanced  age  of  eighty-five. 

Upon  their  removal  to  New  York,  Mr.  Platt  and  family  became  connected 
with  the  Rutgers-st.  Presbyterian  Church,  then  one  of  the  collegiate  Churches, 
under  the  care  of  the  Rev.  Drs.  Rogers,  McKnight,  and  Miller.  Under  the 
preaching  of  these  eminent  men  of  God,  the  early  religious  impressions  were 
made  on  the  minds  of  their  children  which  were  like  seed  sown  in  good  ground. 
In  1805  the  late  venerated  Dr.  Milledoler  became  sole  pastor  of  the  Church, 
under  whom,  in  March  1811,  Mrs.  Rogers  made  her  first  profession  of  her  faith 
in  Christ,  and  became  a  member  of  His  visible  Church  in  the  21st  year  of  her 
age.  Of  this  Church  a  surviving  brother,  Ebenezer  Platt,  Esq.,  is  now  a 
Ruling  Elder,  while  another,  Rev.  Isaac  Watts  Platt,  has  for  many  years  been 
an  able  and  devoted  minister  of  Christ  in  connection  with  the  Presbyterian 
Church. 
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In  1813  the  subject  of  our  sketch  became  connected  in  marriage  with  Edmund 
Jones  Rogers,  then,  and  for  many  subsequent  years,  a  merchant  in  the  city  of 
New  York.  She  then  became  a  member  of  the  Associate  Reformed  Church,  in 
Pearl  street,  in  which  her  husband  was  a  worshipper,  then  under  the  pastoral 
care  of  the  Rev.  John  X.  Clark,  and  afterwards  of  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Phillips, 
D.  D.,  now  the  esteemed  pastor  of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church.  Nine  children 
were  the  fruit  of  this  marriage,  four  of  whom  died  in  infancy ;  the  remaining 
five  survive  to  mourn  her  loss. 

In  1830,  Mr.  Rogers  retired  from  active  business,  and  removed  with  his  family 
to  a  country  seat  in  the  pleasant  town  of  Fairfield,  Conn.,  on  the  borders  of 
Long  Island  Sound.  His  tastes  and  preferences,  as  well  as  those  of  his  wife, 
prepared  them  greatly  to  enjoy  the  change.  In  this  beautiful  town,  distinguished 
for  its  natural  advantages,  and  the  piety,  intelligence  and  rational  habits  of  its 
society,  surrounded  with  all  they  needed  to  make  earthly  life  comfortable  and 
happy,  they  hoped  to  spend  the  remnant  of  their  days.  But  such  was  not  the 
will  of  God.  In  less  than  five  years  Mr.  Rogers,  while  on  a  visit  with  his  wife 
to  their  relatives  in  New  York,  having  retired  to  his  bed  in  his  usual  health,  was 
seized  with  a  fit  of  apoplexy,  and  died  without  even  a  farewell  word  to  his  wife, 
who  was  aroused  from  sleep  at  midnight  by  his  dying  struggles.  This  occurred 
in  June,  1835,  in  the  forty-seventh  year  of  his  age. 

A  man  of  unremitting  industry,  great  practical  wisdom,  sterling  integrity  and 
irreproachable  moral  character,  he  commanded  the  respect  and  won  the  affection 
of  all  who  knew  him.  As  a  husband  and  father  none  could  be  more  faithful, 
affectionate  and  tender ;  while  as  a  citizen  he  was  ever  prompt  to  uphold  every 
valuable  interest  of  society.  He  was  a  constant  and  liberal  supporter  of  the 
institutions  of  religion ;  a  man  of  prayer  in  the  closet  and  the  family,  and  although 
his  friends  were  not  permitted  to  hear  his  dying  testimony  they  have  the  better 
record  of  his  exemplary  life  to  console  them  in  view  of  his  sudden  and  afflicting 
decease. 

After  the  death  of  her  husband,  with  the  exception  of  two  years  spent  in  New 
York,  Mrs.  Rogers  remained  with  her  children  a  resident  of  Fairfield  until  1843, 
when,  on  the  settlement  of  her  eldest  son,  Rev.  Ebenezer  P.  Rogers,  over  the 
Edwards  Church  in  Northampton,  Mass.,  she  removed  thither,  and  having  built 
a  beautiful  cottage  residence  in  that  loveliest  of  the  villages  of  New  England, 
continued  to  reside  there  during  the  remainder  of  her  life. 

From  her  childhood  she  was  subject  to  a  distressing  disease  of  the  lungs,  which 
at  times  brought  her  apparently  to  the  borders  of  the  grave.  For  thirty  years 
she  scarcely  knew  what  it  was  to  be  in  the  enjoyment  of  comfortable  health,  and 
the  continuance  of  her  life  under  such  a  constant  pressure  of  infirmity  was  con- 
sidered almost  miraculous.  In  the  latter  years  of  her  life  she  was  emaciated  to 
the  last  degree,  yet  such  was  the  wonderful  elasticity  of  her  constitution  that  she 
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was  able  to  surmount  the  disabilities  of  disease  and  exhibit  an  energy  and  practical 
efficiency  which  is  rarely  seen  in  persons  of  ordinary  health.  Her  cheerfulness 
under  constant  suffering  was  wonderful  and  continued  to  the  last.  But  the  disor- 
der which  had  pursued  her  for  years  with  relentless  purpose  at  last  accomplished 
its  work.  After  months  of  severe  and  protracted  suffering  she  slept  in  Jesus,  on 
Thursday,  the  8th  of  September,  in  the  sixty-third  year  of  her  age. 

Mrs.  Rogers  was  gifted  by  her  Creator  with  a  mind  of  uncommon  vivacity,  a 
quick  and  lively  fancy,  and  a  brilliant  and  poetic  imagination.  These  qualities, 
duly  cultivated,  fitted  her  to  excel  especially  in  the  social  circle  and  in  epistolary 
communication.  Of  an  uncommonly  cheerful  temperament,  she  always  viewed 
the  brightest  side,  and  was  rarely  the  subject  of  melancholy  or  despondency. 
She  was  the  life  of  every  circle  in  which  she  moved,  while  the  warm  and  grace- 
ful hospitality  which  she  delighted  to  exercise  in  her  own  house  always  made  it 
a  most  attractive  place  to  her  many  friends. 

She  was  dignified  and  courteous  in  her  manners  ;  accessible  even  to  children, 
and  considerate  and  affable  to  her  domestics.  Generous  even  beyond  her  ability, 
she  often  denied  herself  to  minister  to  the  comfort  of  others,  and  no  worthy 
object  of  charity  ever  appealed  to  her  in  vain. 

Her  piety  was  intelligent,  humble,  symmetrical,  and  all-pervading.  Through 
a  life  of  more  than  ordinary  personal  suffering  and  many  sore  bereavements,  she 
maintained  to  an  astonishing  degree  a  serene  and  uncomplaining  spirit  of  sub- 
mission, and  always  found  in  simple  faith  in  God  a  shelter  from  every  storm. 
Like  her  Divine  Saviour,  as  far  as  is  possible  for  sinful  humanity  to  approximate 
to  a  resemblance  to  Him,  she  seemed  to  be  "  made  perfect  through  suffering." 
For  many  years  she  habituated  herself  to  the  contemplation  of  death,  until  it  lost 
all  its  terrors.  In  this  respect  the  triumph  of  her  faith  seemed  to  be  complete. 
She  often  spoke  of  her  departure,  always  with  calmness,  often  with  pleasure. 
And  when  she  suffered  most  in  body  then  there  was  most  peace  in  her  soul.  Her 
children,  to  whom  she  was  the  most  tender  and  faithful  of  Mothers,  will  always 
remember  the  days  they  spent  in  her  sick  and  dying  chamber  as  the  most  privi- 
leged moments  of  life.  There  was  nothing  of  gloom  or  sadness  there.  Even  the 
sight  of  her  great  suffering  was  alleviated  by  the  evident  triumph  of  the  spiritual 
over  the  material,  and  the  extraordinary  manifestations  of  the  strengthening  and 
comforting  presence  of  God.  All  her  children  were  kindly  permitted  to  spend 
the  last  few  weeks  of  her  life  together  under  her  roof.  And  all  but  one  (her 
oldest  son,  into  whose  own  family  Death  then  unexpectedly  entered,)  were  allowed 
to  stand  by  her  as  she  sweetly  slept  in  Jesus,  and  to  lay  her  gently  and  tenderly 
in  the  grave,  in  the  good  hope  of  a  glorious  resurrection. 

Funeral  services  were  conducted  at  her  residence  in  Northampton,  by  Rev. 
Gordon  Hall,  pastor  of  the  Edwards  Church,  where  she  had  for  ten  years  wor- 
shipped.    Her  remains  were  then  conveyed  to  Fairfield,  Conn.     Services  were 
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then  held  in  the  first  Congregational  Church  by  the  pastor,  long  a  friend  of  her 
family,  Rev.  Lyman  H.  Atwater,  D.  D.  And  then  her  body  was  laid  by  the 
side  of  her  beloved  husband,  where  it  waits,  with  his  kindred  dust,  the  summons 
of  the  resurrection  morning. 

"  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessed  sleep  ! 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep, 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes." 

Thus  rest  thee,  precious  Mother !     Thy  mourning  children  will  ever  rise  up 
and  call  thee  Blessed. 
Augusta,  Geo.,  Oct.  1,  1853.  E.  P.  R. 
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NOTE    A. 


While  the  author  of  the  foregoing  discourse  was  absent,  attending  his  dying 
mother,  one  of  his  own  children,  a  lovely  boy  of  four  years,  was  suddenly  seized 
with  a  violent  fever  and  died  after  an  illness  of  four  days.  The  following  touch- 
ing incident  occurred  in  connection  with  this  sorrowful  event.  It  is  customary  for 
each  of  the  children  of  the  family  to  repeat  every  morning  a  verse  from  the  Bible 
of  their  own  selection,  or,  as  in  the  case  of  the  younger  ones,  selected  for  them. 
On  the  morning  before  he  was  taken  sick  little  Charlie  repeated  to  his  mother 
this  verse  from  the  3d  Psalm,  "  I  laid  me  down  and  slept."  She  said,  "  That 
is  a  sweet  verse,  Charlie ;  why  don't  you  say  the  rest,  '  I  awaked,  for  the  Lord 
sustained  me.'"  "No,  no!  Mama,"  he  replied,  "just  this,  '  I  laid  me  down 
and  slept.'  "  That  night  he  was  seized  with  fever  and  for  four  days  was  very  ill, 
often  delirious.  But  on  the  morning  of  the  fifth  day  he  turned  upon  his  bed, 
and  composed  himself  to  sleep  ;  for  more  than  an  hour  he  slumbered  as  gently 
and  sweetly  as  if  in  perfect  health,  and  without  waking,  without  a  straggle  or  a 
pang  he  breathed  his  life  away.  He  laid  him  down  and  slept,  and  woke  in 
Heaven. 

The  following  lines  were  written  by  his  parents'  beloved  and  respected  friend, 
Mrs.  Lydia  H.  Sigourney,  of  Hartford  Conn.,  and  by  her  enclosed  to  them  in  a 
letter  of  affectionate  sympathy : 

CHARLIE    ROGERS. 

A  blooming  group  at  morning  prime, 

Mov'd  by  their  parent's  voice, 
Each  offered  from  the  Book  Divine, 

A  fragment  of  their  choice. 

And  one,  a  beauteous  boy,  o'er  whom 

Four  happy  summers  swept, 
Raised  his  clear,  trustful  eyes,  and  said, 

"  I  laid  me  down  and  slept." 

"  Oh !  sweet,  my  son,  the  gem  you  bring) 

But  know  you  not  the  rest1? 
1 1  waked,  because  the  Lord  sustained  ;' 

Complete  the  sentence  blest." 
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Yet  still,  that  student  of  the  skies, 

His  first  selection  kept, 
"  No,  no,  Mama,  just  this,  just  this, 

'  I  laid  me  down  and  slept.' " 

That  night  the  fever  smote  him  sore, 

With  dire  delirious  pain  ; 
And  fiercely  racked  the  strings  of  life 

Till  every  hope  was  vain. 

Then  all  at  once  in  slumber  soft, 

The  darling  sufferer  lay, 
And  like  a  lamb  of  Jesus,  slept 

His  little  life  away. 

He  slept ;  but  with  what  glorious  joy, 
What  strains  of  seraph-love, 

The  waking  word,  he  spake  not  here, 
Shall  be  pronounced  above. 


L.   H.  S. 


